CANADIAN 


*'or  a axe  by  axe  newsdeaxers  in  the  dominion 


My  Poor  Heart  is  Sad  with  its  Dreaming. 


day, When  earth  like  a hea  - ven  was  seeming,. 

thee, When  dream  ing  of  you  as  its  treasure,. 


But 

And 


now  it  has  all  pass’d  a • way  ; 
you  seem’d  to  love  none  but  me ; 


They  say  that  young  love's 
Tho’  we  meet  not  as  friends, 


like  the 
yet  I’ll 


flow-er,...  That  needs  tender  care  in  its  urn,... 

nev-er One  un  - kind  word  to  thee  give, 


But  mine  it  was  snatch'd  from-  its 
For  your  cherish'd  mem  - o - ry 


m 

s 


